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THE FAR EAST

The world of the West might, it has been said, take to
quieter ways were not the problems of the Far East too
complicated. China, with its four hundred million worthy
folks, has, like Russia, torn her ancient fabric that could
have been mended and re-hung, into a thousand pieces;
into a * hundred thousand Chinese Crinkum CrankumV
as the old nursery rhyme has it. The clever young
students from America naturally enough cannot yet
throw up leaders with power behind them to hammer
the Chinese War Lords into some sense of decency and
order.1 It cannot make an Empire that is effective, even
if it can overcome the desire of its inner soul to play a
crooked game of diplomacy.

Therefore, it is the playground of intriguing powers,
whose legitimate trade is terribly hampered. In this medley
honest John Bull has tried to play a straight game, and too
often a quixotic one while in the hot-air mood that
succeeded the world's armistice. To make gestures that
bring British unemployment in their train is not what we
send our members to Parliament for. Unfortunately we
have been bluffed time and again, and it is common know-
ledge in the Far East, that a tricky hostile United States,
or at any rate her citizens, have played a very doubtful
game.

The future of China and the competition for markets
may, at any time, produce very difficult situations. The
British have always wanted to make the most of Chinese
trade not by giving the Chinese what they can give them-
selves, but what they cannot, in return for the commodities
that China can produce for them. Other powers' nationals
have not been so straightforward, but what all want is a
peaceful China to pursue their ends in, whether they be

1 There are three Chinese armies and three Chinese navies in existence.